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road and lending over a low brick wall stared at a manure-heap
in which three black hens were scratching. The manure-heap with
the three black fowls became at that second a sort of extension
of her own personality. She felt at that moment, as she rested
her basket on the top of the wall and heedless of her sleeves
stretched her arms along its surface and ran her bare fingers
through the cool stone-crop stalks, as if her soul was scarcely
attached to her body. Almost without allowing her happy trance
to be broken she took down her basket from the wall, recrossed
the road and met John at the instant he emerged. "Sorry to have
kept you," he chuckled, "but I've made them give me a flask of
brandy as well as a flask of port. That's the best of having a
greatcoat on, even on a hot day. Its pockets are so useful."
They walked rapidly now side by side past the churchyard and
past the gardener's cottage at the drive-gate where Ben Pod had
counfed the cars. They came to a narrow foot-way that led them
across the little river by a bridge that was scarcely more than
a plank, and after that across the fields to the big river. Here
at Foulden Bridge, which they did not cross, they debouched
from the path; and turning to the left, followed th* river bank
downstream.
They had not spoken a word since leaving the Inn. Mary
grew conscious, just before they got to Foulden Bridge, that she
had been repeating to herself as she walked along, "That's the
best of a greatcoat on a hot day. Its pockets are so useful." What
she had been thinking was, how bony and thin was John's hand
as it clutched the boat-hook which swung horizontally between
them like an antique spear.
John was delving in his memory for lumething; something
important. There had been several patches of yellow marigolds
along the path they had followed and these had excited a tan-
talising feeling in his mind that he could not fathom. Those
gleaming yellow flowers kept leading his memory to the verge
of something and then deserting him and turning into a blur of
blackness! Tom Barter had to do with it; but it was not Barter.
This preoccupation with an obscure past, although it made him
grave and silent, did not lessen his delight in his companion's
presence. They were indeed, both of them, thrillingly Jiappy, these